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A. \ Lopes I 


Epiſtle o ST E L L A: 


, Is well, Deareſt Stella, that the /zwd World and your A4ſtro- 
hel are not much «ccquaznted : For ſhould they once know 
how /ong he has Lov'd, and how /ong he has been Happy, and yet 
that he itill continues to Love as well, and be Happy as ever, they'd 
certainly Point at him 1a the Sereers, and cry, there goes that Mon- 
er of a Conſtant Lower. Fools andWretches ! How can you and Iat 
the ſametime Deſpiſe and Pity 'em ? They han't Souls _— enough 
for a conſtant Paſſon, and are no more capable of reliſhing ſo noble 
a Joy, than a rude Pezsſ«vt can the ſweetelt Delicacies of Wit 
and Muſick, The Wondrous weighty Excuſe they commonly 
make ule of to cloak their Perfidy and ” 15, ttfat forſooth, 
they can find nothing in the Farr Sex that's Worthy their continued 
Adorations. Ill not deny that many, pethaps, ll of the Beau's ac- 
quaintence, may be juſt ſuch Perſons as he Deſcribes all Women; 
tor we may ſafely affirm no others would Ambition the Honour 
of knowing him. However, Sympathy ſhould, one would think, 
keep him a little cloſer to what is ſo extreamly {ike his dear Self: 
But the miſchief is, like other Perſons of his «nderftanding, he mult 
have every day a new Toy or Baby to divert him, orelſe no quiet is to 
be expected : And *tis with him too like them ; no ſooner isa new 
play-thing brought within his reach, bur the o/4 mult be immedi- 
ately thrown away or knockt o'th' Head, 

Bur I have forgot I am [peaking to my Stella, not to them, tho l 
have not much more to ſay to either ; only, that I have endea- 
vour'd to do her Lovely Sex Juſtice in the following .pages, againſt 
the weak Malice and Impudence of ſome late Scriblers ; that I havein 


the Draught I have here attempted of their PerfeQtions, taken quite 
contrary Meaſures to thoſe of the Painter, who from all the Beaurzes 


of his Country, made one Venus ; ſince from axe of the Graces 1 
have deſcribed all rhe reſt ; and that Sre/la need do no more than 
conſult her Glaſs to learn who that Perſon is, belides whom, none 
ſhall ever have any room in the Heart of | 


Her Happy and Conſtant Adorer, 
ASTRGFRHECE 


y; my 


Stells askt Afirophe! what Love was, and for what Reaſon he 
Lov*d her ? Who made this following Anfwer. "—_ 


OVE #«: nat Wonnds, nor Da Fi 
If Nor an unbridled witd > wh 
hat 


never holds which runs too faſt; 
Whars Violent cas never laſt. 


Love's not 4 yes bonght or Sold, 
- ft thinks no Droſs ſo baſe «s Gold ; , 
Iatreſt and Fear alike does hate, 
Superior unto all but Fates 


Jt 1s not Laſt, for Brutes would be, 
If fo, as much in Love 4s we, 
Who neuber Shape nor Beauty mind, 
But dully muſt Preſerve their Kind. 


Where ſhall this Stranger #hen be found, 
In what fam ait ic Fair x wh 
Is it a true or Fancy'd ſs ? 
Speak be that knows is what it is! 


"Tis when two Kindred: Souls agree, 
Tis Vertues ſweerteſ® Harmony ; 
Vertue the Spring of rr»e Content 
The Baſis, Wit the ſtrong Cement. 


"Tis made of tender moving Sighs, 
Soft graſping Hands, kind melting Eys, 
Magic which all our Cares beguiles, 
Enchanting Glances charming Smiles. 


Shore Tremblings ; which no fear diſcover, 
The Guiltleſs Bluſh ob happy Lover, 
Theſe are th* Attendants which declare - 
The lutle Winged God 4: there. 


If this Deſcription won't ſuffice, 
Pl read the reſt in Stella's Eys. | 
That the exatteſt Map will prove, 


erefore Stella | mult ever Love. | 
And th Tr P ms 


THE 


PLEAS URES 


:L Q. V E, &c; 


Tvineſt Sink compos'd of purer Mold ! 
(We only are the Ore, but you the Gold.) 

How ſhall I juſtly Treat ſo vaſt a Theme, 
Where meanly to Commend were to Blaſpheme ? ' 
How ſhall I give your Virtues half their due, 
In Living Verſe, and Numbers worthy you ? 

Fair Stella, thy.ſoft Sexes Pride-and 7oy, 
The nobleſt 7rophy of the winged Boy: 
Bright Charmer of my Soul, whoſe very Name 
Inſpires Delight eternal as our Flame, 


B No 


nm_ (2) 
N o longer I'll the noble Tak refuſe, 
If with one gentle Smile you'll Twne my Muſe. 
The kindly Spring does Natures Face reſtore, 
And dreſs a new, but Stella can do more; 
Where nothing Gay e'reflouriſht, ſpite of Fate, 
Her powerful Smile can what ſhe pleaſe Create. 
As, Thebes ! thy wondrous Walls did once aſpire 
At the command of great Amphion's Lyre. 
And now the Inſpiration does begin, 
1 feel, I rifing feel the God within, 
A kindly Warmth, which does with that agree 
When firſt my charming Conqu'reſs wounded me, 
(So near a kin are Love and Poetry) 
Some Angel has with Near toucht my Tongue, 
As Spencer's, when his Roſaline he ſung. 
Snarl on this Age ! the next juſt praiſe will give, 
And this, as long as the Fair Sez ſhall live. 
When Man did firſt from Native Turf ariſe, 
He all around him caſt his wondring £ys. 
Abſolute Monarch then himſelf might call, 
And under his great' Maker, Lord of all : 
The Royal Lyon willing Homage paid, 
The mghty Elephant Obeyſance made ; | 
- Ara- 
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Ambition cou'd not find a thing to ask, 
And Pleaſure had as difficult a Task ; 
His moſt Luzurious wiſh cou'd ſeek no more, 
When all Fair Eden was his own before, 
Yet did he ſad and Me lancholy rove, 
By each clear fir-am, thro' ev'ry lonely Grow, 
And thought he wanted ſomething fill to Love. 
When to the Chriſtal Brooks he did repair, 
To view in vain his zatry Image there , 
He ſaw the Amorous Palms outitretching wide 
Their Leavy Hands to reach the diſtant (ide. 
No Fruit they bore, unleſs their Like they found, 
But dropt their Baren Bloſſoms on the Ground, - 
If to the Woods, if to the Plains he went, 
What e're he meets augments his Drſcontent. 
Here Faithful Turtles Court, and there he ſees, 
Thro' all the Grove, in all the Shrubs and Trees, c 
The Feather'd People lodg their Families, 9 
The bolder Male abroad for: Food does roam, 
And leaves th' Induſtrious Feaale cloſe at home : 
But every ev'ning returns to wonted Reſt, 
And Perches near her in her Dozny Neſt ; 
Like ſeeks its Like, of every Kind's a Pair, 


He ſaw no Single, fablous Phemz there. 
Bay Nor 


Us At tecBeR. » 


(49 
Nor that for which much more he'd bleſt his F ate, 
Which all beſides enjoy'd, a gentle Mate. 

Weary with /ecking what cou'd not be found. 

He throws himſelf upon the Verdant Ground n 
There ſadly lean'd on his kind Mothers Breaſt, 
He with a $:1gh compoſ'd his Eys to reſt ; 

Where in a wondrous Vi{:on's my ſtick Shade 

He ſaw that glorious Creature Woman Made. 
How fine a Turn appear'd in every part ? 

The Beauteous Maſter-piece of Heavenly Art : 

All the exact Proportions ſweeter ſeem'd, 

And Man himſelf above himſelf elteem'd. 

Far more of Angelin her Face and Eys, 

The fitteſt Tenant ſhe for Paradice.: C 
He wak'd and claſpt the Air ; ſhe from him flies, 
Flies, yet looks back (ſo ſoon that Art ſhe knew,) 
And with a Smile invites him to purſue. 

On ru/it the Eager Youth to Bliſs unknown, 

And quickly thought the Beauteous Prey his own ; 
Till with a Fromn his boldneſs ſhe reproves , 

At his Fair Captives Feet he kneels and Lowes : 

He Les, ſhe Grants, and Nature imiles to ſee, 

{n her beſt works ſo ſweet a Harmony. 


| The 


EF - 
The Groves all Whiſper, and the Birds all Sing, 
Murmur each Chryſtal Brook and Silver Spring ; 
No Wind but amorous Zephyrs Spicy Breez, 
Which into gentle Motion Fans the Waves and Trees. 
What if this Calm was, ah! too quickly paſt, 
This more than Mortal Bliſs too great to /aft, 
If the falſe Serpent, Woman did deceive, 
And flily ruin'd all the World in Eve ? 
'Twas her ungrateful Lover let her ſtray 


Through an unknown and a Forbidden way ; 
Careleſs what Company ſhe choſe or Place, 

A true Forefather of his Perjur'd Race. | 
When Surfeited with too much happrneſs, 7 
His Woman ſoon diſcover'd the Diſeaſe, 
Would be a Goddeſs, not to know, but Pleaſe. 

Thus when at laſt by Hell;fh Policy, 

She Pluckt and Taſted that unlucky Tree ; 

Without her Adam ſhe refus'd the Throne, 

And ſcorn'd to be a Derty alone ; 

The choiceſt Fruit ſhe in her Boſome ſtor'd, 

And bore with greedy ſteps to her Lov/d Lord. 
More Guilty far than his miſtaken Bride, 

He knew the fatal Price, yet Eat and Dy. 


He 
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He Dy, tho' favour'd with a long Reprieve, | 

Her Love another Paradice cou'd give, 

And made him, ev'n when Faln, content to Live. 
| Hencefſprung a Race fo very Fair and Good, 

No wonder He-aven was left, and Angels Woe'd. 
Thoſe Sons of Godin all their Pomp of Light, 
Confels'd they found a Mortals Eys as bright. 
What tooliſh Man deſpiſ'd, with Joy Embrac'd, 
Mend-:d his humble Stock and Heroes rais'd. 

In Politics and Architeure Skill'd, 
Men Boaſt they Empires raiſe and Cities Build : 
Monſters and Thieves are to Deſtruftion hurl'd 
By them ; 'tis they pretend to Rule the VVorld ; 

When VVomen kept it in its conſtant ſtate, 

While they their firſt fair Copy imitate, ' 

Encourage Man in all his ſeat and toils, 

And richly pay his Pains with Loze and Smiles. 
| 'Tis VVoman makes the rayiſh'd Poet Write, 

Ll 'Tis Lovely Y/Voman makes the Soldier Fight; 
i The Merchant Sails to China or Peru, © 

Farther than Janſon or Mercator knew ; 

And Caravans through Sandy Deſarts rome , p 
But to the ſame account their Labours coam, | ( 

If 


To bring a MiSreſs Silks or Spices home. 


©, 


If them with welcom Smiles ſhe's pleas'd to meet, 
Down go their Go/d and Fewels at her Feet. | 

Should that /oft Sex refuſe the World to Bleſs , 
Twou'd ſoon be Chaos all, or VVilderneſs ; 
A Herd, without C:wility or. Rules, 
A Drove of Drinking, Cheating, Fighting Foo!s ; 
All Mad to kick each other. off; the Stage, 
Their very Race deſtroy'd in one ſhort Age. 
'T was Beiuty firſt made Laws, did Monſters bind, 
Reform'd the VVor1d and civitiz'd Mankind ; 
Taught us at firſt to turn the Fraitful Soyl; 
And with glad Harveſt recompence the 7%y/, . 
Fair Ceres gave us Corn, Minerva OyL. \ 
For Brutal Force which oft true worth ſupplies, 
The other Sex may that Monopolize ; 
— But which is the beſt Title, B9/d or VViſe? 

Preſence of Mind, Invention quick and free, 
Untorc'd, and Natural Ingenurty ; 
Fore/ight and Caution, Tis unſeen to ward, 
Ready for th” worſt, and ſtill upon their Guard, 
Here Man muſt own, tho ſcarce without a Blu/,, 
They rather do excel than rival us. 
As uſeful and more nimble all their Pow'rs, 


| Their Judgment ſharp, and earlier Rip- than ours, 
F of 


C8) 
of Fancy they've an unexhauſted Mine, 
A Quarry where the richeſt Fewels ſhine, £ 
1Their V/ 1s all their own, and all Divine. 
Who has not heard of great Or:nda's Fame, 
Pride of her own, and our vain Sexes ſhame, 
Toevery Siſter Muſe a darling Name ? 
Her ſelf a Muſe. 
Whom late Poſterity- juſt Praiſe ſhall give, 
Scarce Cowleys Sacred VVaorks will longer live, 
Nor had ſoft Afra leſs Immortal prov'd, 


Had that tond Sappho Kept her Heart unmov'd, 
And had ſhe not tao many Phaonns Lov'd, 
Whether with fair Oenonce ſhe deplor'd . 
_- The broken Faith of her ungratetal Lord; 
) Or in the Tragic Buskin ſwept the Stage, 
_ __ Orin ſharp Satyr laſht th' obnoxious Ag-, 
Or aims at ſomething more Sublime and High, 
When Ceſars Conquer or. when Ceſars Dye. 
Till we her Match can find, her Fate we'll mourn, 
Light fall the Duſt on gentle Afra's Urn | 
« What! //oman Wit? fomeV Vitty Spark will ſay, 
« F'gad, not till ſh' has Read my laſt New Play. 
 « The Dulleſt things on Earth, below a Pen, 
&« Heavy as Prie#s, or old fat Aldermen. T 


Yes 


(9) 
Yes Witty Sir ! the Bays ſo'much' their due, 
They'll wear in 1pite of [mpudence and you. 
It Wit be Nature's writing Copy fait, 
Where ſhall we find it neater Drawn than there ? 
Shew me a Fop who leven long years in France, 
Has learnt to p/ay the Fool, and Cringe and Dance » 
Can teach 'em the ſweet Arts of Complaiſance. 
Their Sex the ſpeedieſt beſt 1nſ'rufions lends, 
The beſt of Tutors and the beſt of Friends. 
Man's like a Lute unſtrung, until he be 
By Converſation turn'd to Harmony ; - 
And that's it ſelf, if Woman from it ſtays, 
As dull as when an il Mufician Plays. 
Womarwrs the Salt of Life, without a Grain 
Of which, attempts tor Mirth were all in vain ; 
Where e're ſhe treads likeSunſhine gailds theground 
*And.throws an air of Life and Pleaſure round. 
A Sympathetic Fre, whole very ſight 
Clears all the Ruſt of Man, and makes him Brio. 
« But they a hundred thouſand bnichnachs wear, 
« Exalted Top-knot ChriStians now they arc, c 
« And grow almoſt as Proud as Lucifer. 
Wenone wou'd wrong, but give the D-21/ his due, 
Suppoſe for once your Accuſation true ; < 
a 


Wheredid they learn their Prid-,unleſs from your 
C 


a 


L 
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If they're :nfeded, tis with your Diſeaſe ; 
Unleſs fantaftick, they can never pleaſe. 
Is Pride then ſeated in the Mind or Dreſs ; | 
Have you not often ſeen, if you'd confeſs, 
- A humble Pomp, and a proud Naſtineſs ? 
With what ſhou'd they aderythemſelves,and how* 
Muſt Mother Eves thin F:g-leaves only do, 
'Or may they wear a Leathern- Apron too ? 
Or dreſfs'd in honeſt Home-ſpun Country Gray ? 
If you your ſelves know what wil pleaſe you, ſay, 
That all the Sez may inſtantly obey. 
Nothing, alas, which feeble Art can lend, 
Can unſophiſticated Beauty mend. 
Is Pheh1s by the Clouds he wears more bright : > 
Unarm'd that Sex moſt dangerouſly fight. 
How well becomes a Horſe his noble Pride, 
Since every Beggar elſe would up and ride ? 
That ſometimes will inſtead of Virtue ſerve, 
'Tis a ju Senſe of what their Sex deſerve ; 
But yours more unexcuſable will prove, (love. 
They only love themſelves, you think that you they 

Nor are you more wncivil or unjuſt, 
In fixing here the ugly Brand of Luft. 


| Thoſe 


( 11 ) 
Thoſe whom deſerved flights and bfſes vex, 
Invent new Sins and throw 'em on the Sex ; 
More monſtrous Crimes than e're Hot Afia knew, 
Tho if 'twere poflible they ſhou'd be true, C 
Italy equals, and exceeds 'em too. 
Whoſe thrifty Wickedneſs the Sex forſakes, 
And of thoſe Beauteous Fields a Sodom makes. 
When, tame Veſuvius! ſhall thy Thunder riſe, . 
And purge thoſe foul infected Earth and Skies, 
' Thy Streams beyond th' affrighted Tiber ſhine, 
And juſtly puniſh hotter Flames than thiae ? 
If any left, reſerve 'em ſtill for thoſe 
Who are the Lovely Sezes cauſeleſs Foes. 

How many a faithful Wife and gen rous Maid 
VVhen to a Raviſhers bot Lu# betray'd, ; 
Have gladly fled to Deaths cold arms for aid ? 
How bravely cou'd the Fair Lucretia Dye, 
Rather than ſhe'd ſurvive her Chaſtity ? 

But ah! ſhedid the fatal Stab miſplace, 

Her part ſh' had ated with a better Grace, 
To've Killd the Tyrart in his loathd Embrace 
There left him in his own Hot Gore to role, 
And at the wound let out his Luſiful Soul. 
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In vain the-Spark may-gring in vain he'll Swear, 
& Such: Miracles are C2as'd, or never were. 
« And that no Woman he cou'd ever find, 
7 But if che opportunity were hind, 
« Wou'd be Jo too.-- Perhaps he once is right ; 
He nere Aflaulrs but where the Walls are ſlight ; : 
True Bullies will with none but Corards Fight. 
A Virtuons- Woman values: Fame too high, 
To let the bold A//ai/ant come ſo nigh, : 
The Fort's half gone that Treats with th' Enemy, 
That Town 1s won which ere th' Attack is made, 
Has loſt its Counterſcarp and Palizade. 
When the t/h:te-Flag you ſee at firſt hung out, 
You're wondrous Daring then, and wondroas Stout ; 
When once you but diſcover thoſe within, 
Py their faint Fire have a low Magazine, 
A lender \{tock of Chaſtity in ſtore, 
Your Oaths and Curſes then like Canon roar, : 
You ſtorm like Devils, and cry a Wh ore a Where. 
It you a Virtuous VV/oman tempt in Vain, 
Who ſtill repells you with deſery'd diſdain, 
Who all your weak deſegns lerecan mock, 
Firm ſeated on an Alablafler Rock. 


Her 
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Her Snowy Boſom not more pure and fair, 
Than the white GueSt that ſtill inhabits there, 
Repullſt at laſt with juſt Deſpair and Shame, 
Your Poiſnous Tongues at leaſt will blaſt herFame { 
It her you can't, you'll ruin her God Name. 
And to th' il-natur'd World with Oaths proteſt, 2 
Allher Reſiſtance was de/7zn or 7-/i, 

You found her V#/oman, juſt like all the reſt. ( 
' But ſay what YVVoman, ſearch all ages o're 2 
Debaucht a Man, ſearch Hell's unnumber'd ſtore, 
Who learnt it not from that fa/ſe Sex before. \ 
Who, can they any eaſy Foo/ Debauch, 

Moſt generouſly undo, and then reproach, 

And like th' Inhabitants of endleſs Flame, 

Over the wretch inſult they helpt to Damn, 

To whom the Perjur'd Villains Kneel'd and Swore, 
But a few days perhaps or hour. before, 

Like a true Spanzel; lickt her Hand or Glove, 

And Vow'd eternal ConStancy and Love. 

Marriage 18 a dull Ceremony, made . 

By hungry Prieſts of old, to mend their Trad-. 

"T 1s Love's the thing, what matter for the Name ? 
Cou'd they ſuſpect their Faith as not the fame, 
Or we they'd all the Stakes they'd not play out 


(the Game, - 
(an 
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Can you be ſo ungenereus and unkind? 
Then with ten thouſand Oaths his Faith he'll bind ; 
Perjur'd and Damn'd ſo often and ſo deep, 
The Devil himſelf th' Accounts can hardly keep. 
Thus filly Flies by Cobwmeb-wows betray'd, 
Their Virtue loſe, and loſe the name of Mazd. 
But then how ſoon another Face 1s ſhown ? 
E're the third night ſhe's ſtale and nauſeous grown, 
The Cur has now ſome other Games to play ; | 
No more her hi{/- or her Call t abey, 
FT intends, but fhakes his Tayl and runs away. 
To Brother Brutes will of her Favours boaſt, 
And Write hes Name on every Piſing- Poſt. 

Who wonders if a Shop-Lift hates the Jayl, 
Or ſtrolling Gipfees at the Juſtice Rail ? 
It an old Uſurer 'twou'd not well content 
To hear a Bill was paſt for Four 'per Cent, 
And if he all berogu'd the Parhament. 
And who,that knows the World, will wonder more 
That thoſe at Matrimony rail, who Whore? 
Call the poor Husband Munkey, Aſs, or Dog, 
And jear his Neck worn with the Wed/ock-Chg, 
While freely they o're tops of Houſes ſtrolling, 
Venture their Bones each Night a Caterwouling. 

Beſides 


i © 

Beſides a Redg, or IF. C Heads peep, 
Through Cellar, or through Garret-Windews creep ; 
Expoſe themſelves to Falls, or Guns, or Traps, 
And twenty other unforeſeen Miſhaps, 
All in the hot purſuit of V/hores and Claps. 
Ruin their Health, their Honour and Eſtate, 
To Buy Repentance at ſo dear a rate ; 
For when Old Age with Palſy'd ſteps draws on, 
Some ten perhaps, or twenty Tears too ſoon, 
 Ahd long e're this the laſt dear Acre gon. s 
Shew me a Thing whom more the World deſpiſe, 
Or more a /Vretch than the old Lecher is ! 
'Twou'd even a common Womans paſſion move, 
To ſee th' Old Doating Epicure make Love. 
Reſtrain her ſtrugling Laughter ſhe that can, 
A Louſy, Gowty, ſpawling, poor Old-Man ; 
All over Lame, his Heps, his Hands, his Feet, 
Fit for no other but a Winding-Sheet. 

<« True cries the Spark, but I have time to ſpare, 
« Am Young and Free, and unconfin'd as Air-; 
« Tl Drink full Bowls of Pl-a/ure while I may, 


\ 


«© And treat Life kindly, ſince ſo fort its ſtay, 
& And ſip the ſweets,and baskin the warm Beams of day, 


£« Whilſt: 
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© Whilſt i'm awake 111'to my ſelf be kind, 
« And Reafon too for all that I can find, c 
« Since all's a long, a dark, eternal fleep behind. 

Sir, are you ſure of that ? Nay, never Swear, 
You think none ere come thence that once were there; 
How ſhould you know it then ? Deny it not, 
By n12ht and /{-ep you mean you know not what, 
_ * WelLif their ſhou'd, as the dull Clergy prate, 
© Beany Future World-or After State, 

.* Sure that good Berng who did all Create, þ 
+ Rewards and Pains diſtributes juſtly chere, 

* And lin for neceſſary 11s will ſpare, 
« Nor will his Puniſhment be too Severe. X 
« For what's more hard to vanguiſh than reprove, 
« The natural Fault, if \uch it be, of Love ? 
« Are we into our Ruin thus decoy'd? 
« VVas Nature made only to be deſiroy'd ? C 
4 For what is Good, 1f not to be Enpy'd? 
« And vrhat is Good, or where, unleſs tis Common * 
« And ſhew me any Good on Earth like V Voman ! 
' Sonow the 2uarre/'s 'plainer than before, | 
'T1s with the Virtuous V Voman, not the VV hore.. - 
Well Argu'd for a Beat, we needs muſt own, 
To whom no Priaciple but Senſe is known ;; 

3.1 They 
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They neither Nunber nor Diftinguifh can, 
{ Thoſe are the Sole Prerogatives of Man) 
But ruſh with undiſcerning Rage, like you, 
Oa the firſt 0bjef that preſents to view, 
Themſelves with Shape or Beauty ne're perplex, 
But juſt like you,'r in Love with all the Sez. 
Thus they, but thoſe with reaſoning minds endu'd, > 
Suſpend a while when a Good ObjeF's view'd, : 
And ask, if a Proportionable Good? 
Senſe 1s enough where Senſes only Woe, 
But Reaſoning Lovers muſt have Reaſon tog, 
No wonder if the Body quickly cloy, 
But Minds are infinite, and like themſelves Enjoy. 
There you may Travel ſtill from Pole to Pole, 
Where winds can carry, or where Waves can roll, 
For all the World is P:ifur'din a Soul ; 
An unexhauſted ſweet Variety, | 
That ne're degenerates to Satzety, £ 
Bur out-laſts Time, and meaſures with Eternity. 
Can any thing in this dull World pretend, | 
Than Wit and Reaſon greater Bliſs to lend ? 
And VVit and Reaſons pleaſures never end. | \ | 
If there's a farther Pleaſure, 'tis a &:end. 


E. Whom 
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Whom mutual Griefs and mutual Joys may move, 
With whom we all the Sweets of Life may proveg 
Soctety and Sympathy and Love. 

If each of theſe 1o C harming i 1s alone, | | 
Who wou'd not gladly liſten to be ſhown, c 
Where, without fail, to find 'em all in one. es 
| At once the yalt united Jays to prove, 

Of Senſe:and Reafon, Nature, Friendſhip, Love ? 
For ſuch a Bliſs, who'd not the Wor/d deſpiſe, 


If ſuch a Blj{s he might Monopolize © 
Yet need We poor Neighbour at htm Grutch, 


Tho he has all, tother may, have as much : 
Fire, Air, Farth, V Vater, thus we common call, 
Yet 'tis not all to ſome, but ſome to all, | 
\, * VVou'd not this Phenix ſet the World at ſtrife 
* To enjoy't * No, there's no danger, 'tis a VVife. 
* AVVife, the Spark replies, the Name's as. dull 
* As Country Squire, or ſage Right Worſhipful. 
* Rather than that, een let the World ſtand fill, 
* Or Porters drudg tokeep it on the wheel 
* Give me your French Rago ! your racy Miſs, - 


« T hate a VVife, that Engliſh fulſom Diſh, 
« Nor know ngg care whether 'tis Flefs or Fiſh. 


« On 
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* On ſuch Groſs Food our Grandfireg us'd to Dine,. 
< The Coxcombs knew not what 'twas to Eat Fine: 
« The World Sir now 15 mightily wmprov/d, 
«Tis not the age in which their Wives they Low. 
Degenerate Race ! Your own and Natures Foe: . 
Ah! that your Fathers never had done ſo! 
And yet in truth twou'd bear a ay — 
If this whole Age be'nt legitimate ? i 
By their looſe Sires with Rage and Brandy bins, | 
In Leagures on the Sutlers Wives begot.. 
Since nothing they but Drabs and Drinking mind, 
So true the Proverb, Cat will after kind. 
Tho ſome there are, ſo very good and few, 
That if enough might Plant the VVorld anew. 
Not made like thoſe Sown on Earths fertile Face, 
Old Pyrrhu's and Deucalion's Stony Race, 
But warm'd with gentle Fire and gentle Love, 
As Pure and Conſtant as the Lamps above. 
By Law and Inclination doubly joynd, 
Both aCted by one Sympathetick Mind. 
VVhom Wedlok's Silken Ghains as ſoftly tye, 
As that which when aſunder ſnapt, we dye, c 
Which makes —_ and Body's wotidrous harmony. 


D 2 Thrice 
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Thrice Happy they in thoſe ſoft Fetters ty'd, 
The Fatal Siſters only can divide ; 
Who for no other Maſtry ever ſtrove, 
Bat whether of the two ſhould better Love, 
As kind as when the Touth did firſt pretend, 
(Paſhons on Virtue founded never end) 
For tho in Age their Tops leſs verdant ſhow , 
Their flour'ſhing twiſted Roots ſtill ſtronger grow. 
Nochurliſh Feuds diſturb their left Abodes, 
All calm, as are the Dwellings of the Gods. 
” Nolittle peeviſh Quarrels enter there, 
No noiſe but Sighs which Fan the Amorous Air, 
And alllike Tempe ſtill, and all like Tempe Fair. 

| Fealouſy's Baniſh'd thence, and Rage and Pride, 
And all the Torments of the World beſide, | 
Sweet Peace their cloſe Attendant, Love their Guide. 
All the white Paſons that delight to reſt, 
With Innocence in every conitant Breaft ; 
Pleaſures which Gwlt, nor Time, nor Age deſtroy, 
Grateful Viciſttudes of Hope and Joy, * | 
Glad Lambent Flames, but po wild wandring Fire, " 
A ſtill Pofſeſs'd, and ſtill renew'd Defre ; 
The Parent that, Delight the Child of Lowe, 
Complacency, the Heaven of thoſe above. 


- 
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Wiſely has Fate to to half the World denyd, 
(Almoſt perhaps to#ather half befide) 

That more than mortal Bliſs, z Virtuous, Lovely LY 
Since knew they once the Joys of Loving well, 

And were they all but bleft like Aſftrophel ; 

Ev'n for Ely/um ſure they'd hardly care, 

But ſpite of Lethe live unhappy there. 

Whoever of the two firſt ſeiz'd ſhou'd be, 
Whether 'twerc Orpheus or Euridice 3; 

Tother wou'd follow, either to'retrieve 

Far more than half their Soul, or with 'em live. 

One then cou'd never Dye withont a Parr, | 
The Indian Wives Examples, now ſo rare X 
Wou'd then be own'd, and praQis'd every where: 
Let others Rally, Envy, Smile or Chide, 
Me from my Stella may no day divide. 

| Not ev 'n the /45, 'twould be Imprety, | 
To think I'd wiſh to out-/rve her, or ſhe c 
To live one lingle moment more than me. 

Wou'd ſome of you, ye gentle Powers above, 
Who favour [nnoxence and Virtuous Love ; - 
Wou'd you bleft AſtrophePs Petition grant, 

For which thus low he kneels your Supplicant. 


His 
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His Modeſt wiſhes ſhowd not aim too high, 
Thus only he'd askto'\Live, awd thus to.Dye. 

/ After a Life in Virtuaus Atis;emplay'd, 
And Bliſs, that leaves nb Sfng.00SOEPe, enjoy'd, 
(Double your Gifts, ye Gods:! If qught you give) 
To cheerful Age may:f& and Stella live, . | 
Till of their Lives:no Friend is #eary grown, «1 | 
Nor they, or of eatþ athers, or their-orpn. 1 
May they(but ſure that. with ſtarce needs) Love on 
With mutual F/ages tillthtir laſt' Sand is-gon ; : / : 
Then gently leatungon.each others Breaſt, 
Slumber away \n Smiles ito fofter Reſt. ; 
Miſtaken World togenvy Kings, when we 1 
May at far leſs expence far happier by io wc, 
All thoſe gay trifles which {o. weigh”em down, , 
Their Robes and heavy; wondrous heavy Crown ; 
* Their Globe, their Scepter and their Diadem, 

With eaſe a happy Lower can contemn, ' : 
Poor cumber'd things, by Heaven 1 pity them.” ' | 
So great their Toyl, their thankleſs Task fo hard, 
Ungrateful Towns to Save, and Kingdoms Guard, Ly 
 Sogreat their Task, fo rare their juſt Reward. 
What cana worthy Reparation prove ?. 
What but a Beauty worth a Princes Love ? 

If 


A nan ——— 
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If in ten Ages one by Fate is bleſt, 
One Fayorite Prince, whoall his Life redreſt, 
The worlds wide wrongs,and ſuccour'd the "on 
« Irue Succeſſor O'th' great Herculean race, 
« Form'd by the Gods, fell MonSers to debaſe ; 
If one with ſuch an Empreſs favour'd be, | 
As ſuits his Inclination and Degree, 
Woarthy to fill a ſhare of Majeſty. 
Who with him joyntly feels each Joy and Smart, 
True partner of his Empire, Cares and Heart ; 
If Bu/meſs he of one ſhort Hour beguile, 
And lets th' expefing World ſtand {till the while ; 
If Great Auguſtus from the Field retires, . 
And Gracious Glorrana's Eys admires ; 
The Fates of Empires will not let him ſtay, 
He in a few ſhort moments muſt away ; 
Some other Kingdoms his Defence do crave, 
Imploring that he'd them vouchſafe to Save ; 
Their Patron and their Guardian Friend eſteem, 
And lift their Dy:ng Eys to Heaven and Him ; 
Or fighing Europe of her wrongs complains, 
Shows her Impriſon'd Hands,and begs he'd break 
Deliver all her Injur'd Sons and Her, (her Ehains, 


And take juſt Vengeance on the Raviher. . 
Whilſt 
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Whilſt now he plunges through the frighted Boyn, 

Now the Moſzll, and Meauſe, and headlong Rhine ; 

A thouſand Fares around him does deſpiſe, 

And ſends far more among his Encmies ; 

He keeps far off our Danger at a Bay, 

While we ſecurely here fit {till and Pray. 

Taſt the ſweet Spring, and new recov'ring Groves, 

And thro' our Peaceful Plains Record our happy 

VVhile Gloriana fills fo well his Trone, (Loves. 

As either were delign'd to Reign alane ; 

Dazles Spite's Eys, ſtops Envy's ſtinking Breath, 

Afﬀecond Lov'd, Ador'd Elizabeth ; 

Had She been Born where. Rome's Religion ſways, 

And all the World their Mitred Prince obeys ; 

They one St. more won'd from their Maſs-book 

New Ave-Mary's they d repeat to Her, _ 

And place Her ſecond in the Calendar ; 

No other Saints auſpicious aid they'd crave, 

Her ſingle Worth and Merits they'd believe 

Sufficient all Her Rank and Sex to Save. 

While She the Kingdom's Intreſt ſtill Improves, 

While She Her Roya/ Lord ſo dearly Loves, 

While She'll fo Farr, fo Zuft a Pattern give, | (Live. 

Her Subjefts mult be ble, if they'd but like Her 
'TrS5 
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'Tis flat Diftoyalty that Sez toblame, 
Who now can ſo Divine a Princeſs Claim : 
None ſure will do't, but thoſe who burſt for Spite, 
None but deſpairing Teague or Jacobite. 
For thoſe who1n their rage perſiſt and will 
The vengeance of a Loyal Lover feel ; 
Who ſtill at the Fair Sex will rail and curſe, 
Be this thieir Doom, till we can find a worſe : 
Be this their Doom, to Love and to Deſpair, 
The Ridicule of ſome Fanta$ic Fair ; 
With Folly, Jealouſy, and Pride poſſeſt, 
And all the Faults are Charg'd on all the reſt ; 
So fondly fickle that ſhe does not know 
What ſhe has promis'd half an Hour ago. 
(I need not wiſh a Mortal more perplex'd) 
Nor better what ſhe means to do the nezt ; 
Still diſcontented, ſower, moroſe, and vain, 
Triamphing in her tame Adorers pain ; 
Zilting him to his Face, but not too long decerve, 
Leſt he too happy ſhou'd himſelf belreve. 
May all the Infamy they ever caſt 
Upon the Charmyng Sex rebound at laſt 
On their own curſed Heads ; their Folly, Pride, 


Rage, Luſt, and every poyſonous 111 beſide - * | 
. E May 
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May Envy gnaw their [ntrazls, never free 
From Eating Sp:ite, and Canker'd Jealoufee ; 
Through ev'ry Vein may the ſharp Venom roul, 
Diſeaſes rack their Body, Rage their Soul, » 
Till with their S:ns and Sores alike oppreſt, 
They Rotting to the Dung-hill crawl for reſt ; 
Drop in the Streets, like Poy/an'd Rats from "TI 
Or in ſome Whores old Garters Hang themſelves. 


F. 03 © 


